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It Never Ends 


Author's Notes: 

Enjoy! :) 

"You'll be safe here away from the world and all it's problems. This will be good for you, Oli.” 

Oliver dropped the few bags he brought with him onto the ground, listening to man who sat behind the wheel 
of the truck that had brought him here. He stared blankly at a small patch of grass beside the tire as he 
thought to himself, "s not the worlds problems, man, They're mine. | can’t keep running from them forever." 


He said nothing. 


"I know this doesn’t seem logically, but you need sometime alone. You haven't been yourself lately and | think 
you need some piece and quiet, a little R and R, you know what | mean?" 


The guy laughed, but Oliver rolled his eyes in annoyance. "Ok, well. 'm here, so I'll get to unpacking and get 
some R and R," Oliver said sarcastically, mocking the man, who didn't catch 


his Oliver's tone. 


"That's my boy. Also, if you really feel like it, you can work on some songs for the new album or something’ 
Oliver sighed, "Yeah, I'll do that. Ill see you" 

‘Call me if you need anything" 

"Sure Sure," Oliver interrupted. “Ill definitely call if | need anything’ 


After several minutes of trying to end the conversation, Oliver finally made the man believe that he didn't 
need help settling in and that he could leave. Oliver watched the truck leave until its bright taillights couldnt 


be seen anymore. "Goodbye civilization" 
Taking the bags on his shoulders, he walked slowly toward the house. 


The cottage stood on stilts nestled quietly between two large rocked hills. The cottage's stone walls blended well 
with the rocks along the hills that surrounded it, making it almost impossible to spot. 


Oliver made the climb up the stairs and began to fumble with the keys in his hand to get the door unlocked. 
After struggling with the lock, he nudged the door open and walked into the small corridor, dropping his bags in 
the hallway. 


Inside, a small kitchen connected to a even smaller living room. The living room consisted of two small couches 
and a fire place. Leaving his bags at the door, he walked through the house, poking his head into the extra 


bedroom, the bathroom, and finally, the master bedroom. 


He opened the door, and found the biggest room in the whole house. A huge bed was placed next to the wall by 
the large bay window. He walked to the window and stepped out onto the balcony overlooking a raging sea. 
Below, sharp rocks scattered along the shore. The longer Oliver stared down, the more the rocks began to look 


like the ocean's teeth, sharp and pointed enough to throw yourself on 


"That would be an interesting way to go. Chewed and swallowed by the sea." Oli smiled at his analogy." Way 


cool." 


Turning from the window, Oliver glanced around. Besides a few things here and there, the house was ultimately 
empty and bare. 


‘I'd image they would have brought me somewhere less.. depressing." 


Oliver went back to the front of the cottage and into the kitchen. Luckily, the kitchen was stocked with enough 


food for his ‘recommended stay’. 


Taking some strawberries from the fridge, he laughed at the thought of a ‘recommended stay’. 
"What the fuck does that mean anyway. Recommended by who?" 


He ate in silence as the wind howled through a window that was slightly open. He shivered as a eerie feeling 
swallowed him whole. Inspired by the haunting setting, Oliver took a small piece of paper from his pocket and 
scribble down a few words before putting the strawberries back into the fridge. 


He walked into the living room, which had now gotten darker because the sun had went down, and noticed 


immediately there was no TV. 
“There is no TV," he sighed, repeating his previous thoughts. 


Exhausted, he took his bags from the front door and walked back to the back of the house, the wood floor 
creaking slightly beneath his feet. 


"I hate this," he mumbled as he undressed quickly taking a pair of clean shorts with him to the bathroom to 


shower. 


After a warm shower, Oliver's mood hadn't changed much. He glared at himself in the mirror, dark circles 
surrounding his even darker eyes. He felt his stomach twist in knots at his ominess reflection Never had he 


seen himself this way. It was terrifying. 


He listened to the wind once more; felt it chill his skin as he stared at himself in the foggy mirror. The 
undeniably truth stared him straight in the face. He most definitely changed for the worst. 

He hated himself for it, but continued to stare into his eyes in the mirror. He imaged how his mother would 
think of him right now, being sent away becouse he was crazy. That what this is all about. 


"They all think I've fucking lost it." 


His words echoed heavy through his ears, forcing him to squeeze his eyes shut. His heart ached at the 
thought of his family that wished him well. They loved him dearly, but they hated seeing him this way, beating 


himself up daily over past sins. They haunted him like corpses from an open grave. 

The ghost of a hopeless soul. 

After slipping on a pair of boxer shorts, Oliver dragged his feet into the bedroom. He pulled the heavy covers 
from the bed and crawled under the thin sheets. He felt the bed instantly cradle his aching body and 


immediately his eyes became heavier than before. 


Listening to the ocean beat the rocky shore, Oliver closed his eyes and drifted into a almost peaceful dream. 
That night as he slept, every light in the small cottage stayed on. 


Anchors of The Soul 


Author's Notes: 
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Oliver felt his breath shake as he exhaled in the darkness that had began to engulf him. Shadows loomed as his 


own heartbeat pulsed against his ears. 


He sat across from her were she stayed perched in the darkness. His tattooed hands twisting nervously in a 


sliver of moonlight that poured from the open window. 


Despite the desperation he felt in his bones, he sat still in the dark. He couldn't see the girl, but his nerves 


calmed as he felt her presence in the room. 


Slowly, the feeling of her eyes on him began to chill and burn him all in the same. Like a salty breath of ocean 
air, his lungs began to ache. His skin stung, giving a sensation of a thousand needles piercing his flesh. 


He knew he needed to go to her. 


The moon glitched in the sky, taking the forms of it's different phases. He breathed slowly, realizing that he 


was only dreaming. 
Still, the emptiness inside him drove him crazy. 
He pulled his hands into the darkness as his name escaped her lips. 


The sound of the metal chair dragging across the floor echoed in the dead of the night, the moon finally 


settling on a full moon, golden in color. 
Walking seemed a dreaded task for Oliver as he dragged his feet across the floor. 


She settled farther into the love seat as he approached her slowly. Noticing her reaction, he paused lifting his 


hands palms up into the moonlight reassuring her of his intentions, silently promising her no harm. 


Almost immediately a smile painted across the girl's face at the sight of the tattoos engraved on the inside of 


his hands. 


Oliver chuckled slightly as he moved his hands closer, more of his tattooed flesh coming into the moonlit view. 
Searching the darkness, the girl glanced up quickly, spotting his green eyes and the white of his teeth instantly, 


even in the shadows. 


Slowly, Oliver reached further as the girl's features shown bright in the darkness. He reached forward, wanting 
to feel her skin, to touch her face just to know that she was real, but his hands drew back into fists before 


he ever touched her. 


He inched closer to the floor to his knees in front of her, the pain in his chest dragging him under the 


darkness like an anchor. 
Waves of sickness pounded against his chest like an angry ocean under a darkened sky. 


Pained, she watched him struggle, his frantic eyes searching through the pale blue of her eyes praying for 


some release. 
Softly her fingers touched his trembling lips, as he gazed helplessly into her eyes. 


He watched her mouth move to speak words, but no sound left her lips. Instantly, he began to sob, his tears 
burning his eyes. 


The girl slowly slipped from her place along the small couch, to the floor beside him. 
His breath hitched as she pulled his head against her chest and stroked his hair in comfort. 


There he collapsed, searching through the thickness of night for a familiar sound. Squeezing his eyes shut, he 


tried harder, forcing himself to believe this was all real, though the feeling never came. 


Softly, a small heart beat resonated against his ear. He gripped onto the girl tighter wanting desperately for 
that reassurance of life. 


Slowly, he dozed off as the sound of the heartbeat became louder and stronger in his brain. Warmth engulf his 
body as the bright lights of morning drew him in. 


The Closet 
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Oliver opened his eyes as the bright sun warmed his chilled skin 


He sighed softly as that strong heart beat he had wished was so real in his dreams vanished. 


Slowly, he turned in the sheets to lay on his back. 


The sound of the ocean around him filled his ears next as he crossed his arms above him and stretched, 


feeling ever muscle of his torso tighten 
Oliver laid like this for what seemed like forever thinking about the mysterious girl from his dreams. 


He couldn't recognize her as anyone he'd ever met before, but something in him felt like he had known her his 


whole life 
Something about her clicked in his head and she made him feel good, which was a difficult feet lately. 
Somehow, he felt like he'd see her again 

Slowly he turned his head to the side, glancing at the clock beside the bed. 

838 

Too early, but he was wide awake now. 


Oliver starred annoyed at the ceiling as his stomach growled. The house had no TV or internet to help him 


occupy his time. 


Dragging himself from the bed, he went to bathroom brushing his teeth before going to his bags that were 
still packed beside the door and dug through one searching for a pair of jeans. 


Slipping the jeans up to his hips he felt his stomach growl once more. 


"Hungry, " He mumbled, wrapping his arms 
around himself. 


"Need food, now." 


With this, he walked to the front of the small cottage and noticed his phone on the counter. 
Without really thinking, he picked up the phone and called the one person he knew would do anything for him. 
"Keeley: Think before you do this" was what the number was under. 


So, reading his own warning, he stopped and contemplated if he should really ask her to bring a TV and maybe 


some junk food for him to snack on. 
How would she react to this? 


Would she take the very TV and food from her own house and come immediately or would she post his text 


message all over social media networks? 
Oliver then contemplated what would happen if she did something so stupid. 
How pissed would his manager be? 


What are the odds that Keeley would even leave once she brought the stuff? 


Laughing at himself for actually worrying over such things, he pushed the call button and brought the phone 


to his ear. 
Before the phone got to it's second ring, the girl's voice echoed from the other end. 


"Oli," she cried in his ear. "You still have my number? This is great! How are you? | knew you'd call me back 


someday. About what happened at that after party, | didnt mean fo--" 


"Look," Oliver interrupted her, not wanting to relive those embarrassing memories. "| need to ask you a favor: 
The line on the other end blew up with laughter. "Yes, Oli. I'll do it! Whatever it is, I'll do itl" 


Oliver rolled his eyes and sighed feeling his patience running thin. "Keeley, | need you to get a TV and a shit ton 
of junk food and bring it to me." 


The young girl on the other end quieted, "Sure, but where are you?" 
Oliver stopped, his mind thinking of all of the horrible situations that could happen if he told her his location 
"Call my manager, | don't exactly know where | am." It wasn't a complete lie, but it wasn't the whole truth. 


Not caring if he was lying of not, Keely laughter again on the other end. "Yay! | love you Oli Sykes! You're so 


mysterious! I'll come as soon as | can. Let me Tell you what 
happened to me the other da--" 


"No Keeley," Oliver interrupted her again "You should be busy getting my shit together.” 
A long moment of silence crawled by before the girl spoke again 

"That's ok lI just tell you when | get to.. where ever you are. Bye, Olil | love youl" 

"See ya Keeley," and he hung up quickly before she could get another word in 


Feeling his head begin to ache, he went back to the fridge and took the same pack of strawberries from last 


night and ate every last one of them before throwing the container in the garbage. 
Walking back into the living room, a shadow from the hallway caught Oliver's attention. 


He stopped and starred into the dark hallway, his heart sinking into his stomach. Lightly, he walked into the 
darkness and prayed his eyes would adjust quickly. 


He toed open every door in the hallway, revealing empty rooms. The bedroom at the very end of the hallway 


was the last room to go. 


As he inched closer, the door creaked loudly and slammed shut in his face. Shocked, he grabbed the knob and 


threw open the door, revealing yet another empty room. 
Instantly, he eyed the closet beside the window as a black hand slipped into the darkness. 


The sound of the ocean roared above his heavy breathing and racing heart as the opened door of the closet 


swayed slightly in the wind. 
Again, he inched closer to the cracked door, eternity seeming to slither beneath his bare feet 
As he approached the door, all sound seemed to die away, only the pulsing of his heart registering in his head 
He reached out involuntarily, his fingers twitching only inches from the cold metal of the knob. 


The door bell ringing broke Oliver from the trance and he fell backwards on his back as the closet door 


slammed shut. 


He pressed his hand against his chest, as he stared hard at the closed door. The sound of the ocean washed 


away the silence in his ears. 


Slowly Oliver stood and backed away from the closet. He closed the door to the room as he entered back into 


the dark hallway. 


Tears began to prick his eyes, but the sound of the door bell made him rub his eyes before walking quickly to 
the front door. 


Teeth of The Ocean 
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Calming his breathing, Oliver walked to the front door and turned the knob, the cool air meeting his flushed 
skin as he opened the door. 


Keeley stood in the doorway, bags of junk food littering around her feet and she fixed her outfit. Oliver sighed 
as Keeley stared, mouth a jar at his shirtless body. 


Keeley blinked quickly as Oliver waved his hand trying to get her attention. "I. Uh, brought you some stuff” 


Oliver nodded as she bent down gathering the bags of food, she didn't say anything else as he stepped out side 
to grab the new small flat screen that was propped against the house. 


He walked back in, kicking the door closed behind him and laid the box on the living room table. 
He walked into the kitchen where Keeley was eagerly taking everything from the bags. 


"You don't have to do that. | can get it" 
Keeley ignored him and continued on auto pilot. Oliver watched her, noticing that she wasn't talking much. 


"Hey," Oliver reached out, touching her hand softly. Keeley stopped and glared at Oliver with pure disgust, the 


brown of her eyes turning to stone. 

"Who was she?" 

Oliver removed his hand as Keeley stared deep into his eyes. "Who?" 

Keeley rolled her eyes and continued taking the things from the bag. "Whatever." 

Oliver backed away from the counter with his hands raised in the air. “Fine, shit." 

Slowly he walked towards the back of the house, turning the hallway light on this time. The light shed a very 
dull golden glow, that made his chest ache. He inched open his bedroom door and eyed the closet once more, 


the door still pulled shut. 


He crept slowly to the corner where his bags laid and dressed quickly. "Oliver," a voice whispered softly 


through the wind. 


He raised his head where he was tying his shoe and stared harder at the opened door of the balcony. When he 
finished he stood from the edge of the bed and crept closer to open glass. 


"Oliver," the voice whispered again as he came closer. 


He walked out to the balcony, his hands gripping the railing tight. He breathed deeply as he leaned over the 
railing and stared down at the sharp rocks that laid littered below. 


"Chewed and swallowed by the sea," he whispered with a smile as the tides beat against the rocky shore. 
"What a way to go." 

He leaned farther over the railing that was gripped between his hands, the wind whispering his name again. 
Sadness over came him in the instant his name was cried again, but louder this time. 


Arms wrapped tightly around his chest and pulled him back as small hands ripped at his fingers that were 
clutched to the railing. Oliver felt himself being pulled, but he didn't want to let go. 


The hands fought hard against him and eventually he gave up and was dragged back into his bed room. Keeley 
dropped him to the floor, as she fell to her knees and gripped his shirt between her finger. 


"What the hell," she cried in his face. "What do you think you were doing? Are you crazy?" 

Oliver stared dumbfounded into her eyes. He watched them, the landscapes of brown rippled as tears forced 
their way to the surface. He watched one escape from the corner of her eye, and followed it down the side of 
her face. 

Placing his finger against her cheek, he brushed tear away, feeling it almost burn his skin. 

"Sorry," he mumbled, still staring at the trail the tear had left behind. Keeley took his face in her 

hands and forced his eyes to look into hers. More tears had began to trail down her flushed cheeks. 


"You look so alive, Keeley. So young and beautiful. " 


Keeley closed her eyes, her bottom lip trembling. She wrapped her arms around Oliver and pulled him against 


her chest. 


Oliver closed his eyes, the whispering of his name in the wind being replaced by the pounding of Keeley's heart 


in his ear. 


Keeley ran her fingers through his hair, understanding his intentions even though Oliver didn't. She had lived 
through his darker days and she knew his demons were out to get him. She understood the battles he faced 
daily, and she desperately wanted to fight them for him. 


"Keeley," Oliver mumbled, exhaustion taking him over. "Sing to me.. like you always did when we were younger." 
She chuckled slightly and began to sing, her voice falling in perfect harmony with her heart beats. She had 
never been much for singing, but Oliver enjoyed her voice enough, she embraced it and learned many of their 
favorite songs. 


Oliver smiled, wrapped safely in Keeley's arms as she swayed and sang softly above him. 


The sun drifted closer to the ground until it was swallowed. Colors died away with their creator, until the sky 
stretched black and empty above the always waking sea. 


